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against his will, to set forth in a few days, and seek some place
in any acting company where he could find one.

CHAPTER XV.

HAPPY season of youth! Happy times of the first wish of
love! A man is then like a child, that can for hours delight itself
with an echo, can support alone the charges of conversation, and
be well contented with its entertainment, if the unseen inter-
locutor will but repeat the concluding syllables of the words
addressed to it.

So was it with Wilhelm in the earlier and still more in the
later period of his passion for Mariana : he transferred the whole
wealth of his own emotions to her, and looked upon himself as a
beggar that lived upon her alms ; and as a landscape is more de-
lightful, nay is delightful only, when it is enlightened by the sun,
so likewise in his eyes were all things beautified and glorified
which lay round her or related to her.

Often would he stand in the theatre behind the scenes, to
which he had obtained the freedom of access from the manager.
In such cases, it is true, the perspective magic was away; but the
far mightier sorcery of love then first began to act. For hours he
could stand by the sooty light-frame, inhaling the vapour of tal-
low lamps, looking out at his mistress; and when she returned
and cast a kindly glance upon him, he could feel himself lost in
ecstasy, and though close upon laths and bare spars, he seemed
transported into paradise. The stuffed bunches of wool denomi-
nated lambs, the waterfalls of tin, the paper roses and the one-
sided huts of straw, awoke in him fair poetic visions of an old
pastoral world. Nay, the very dancing-girls, ugly as they were
when seen at hand, did not always inspire Mm with disgust: they
trod the same floor with Mariana. So true is it, that love, which
alone can give their Ml charm to rose-bowers, myrtle-groves and
moonshine, can also communicate, even to shavings of wood and
paper-clippings, the aspect of animated nature. It is so strong a
spice, that tasteless, or even nauseous soups are by it rendered
palatable.

So potent a spice was certainly required to render tolerable,
nay at last agreeable, the state in which he usually found hex
chamber, not to say herself.